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This Yearly 


TO THE WORSHIPPUL 


AND THE REST OF- THE 


WILLIAM GIBSON, Eſq; Mayor, ö 
The ALDERMEN, BaAILIFFs, BuURGEssEs, 


Worthy In#aniranTs of the Town of Northampton, 


BILL of MORTALITY 


Is preſented by their moſt Obedient and Humble Servant, 
RICHARD CL ARIDGE. 


The BILL of MORTALITY Within the Pariſh of All-Samts in the Town of Northampton, from the 21ſt 
D.y of December 17770, to the 2 1ſt Day of December 1771 ; 


| buried from the County-1nſh mary; and alſo thoſe buried at the 2uakers Burying-Ground 4; the Meeting 
the Meeting on the Green 1. 


in College- Lane 2 ; 


incluſive of the Perſons (in Number 7) 


6! / 
- yd & Stilborn 5 Accidents 4 | Droply - 6 | Inflamationd - + | Small-Pox 24 
Aged 14 | Cancer - 0. Fevers - 5 | Mortification - 3 Teeth - I 
Suddenly - - 1 | Conſumption 16] Fis - 9 | Paley - - 1] Thruſh - 7 
Afthina TCC Loma. - 7 | Stone. - - 1} | 
WHEREOP HAVE DIED, 
Under Two Years old 30 Ten and Twenty Forty and Fifty 10 | Seventy and Eighty 
Between Iwo and Five 9g | Twenty and Thirty 7 Fifty and anc 12 | Eighty and Ninety ; 
Five and Ten — 5 | Thirty and Forty 7 Sixty and Seventy 4 Ninety and a Hundred o 
CHRISTENED. | URI E P. | 
HB hoes Me Males Females Total. || Males Females] To al. | 
| Arr-SaixTs, - -| 46 36 | 82 || 4g 54 | 103 | 
: St, SEPULCHRE'S. | 1B 00-4: I 11 13 | 34 | : 
\l St. GILES'S, = 11 13 30 : 12 22 34 
| St. Parr Rg. — 8 I 5 4 & -- 8 
At the Meeting in St. Peter's Pariſh m 7 2 9 
I the whole e Town, . 61 246 83 105 | 188 | 
| | Decreaſed — — 7 Decreaſed - 127 | 


N. B. Not any buried of the SMALL - PO X ſince February Jaſt, 


"THE SPIRIT SHALL RETURN UNTO GOD WHO GAVE IT. Ecctts1asTEs, Chap. xii. Ver. vii. 
VERSE 8 on hearing a P A 


But xwhat's beyond Death ? 
Who ſhall draw that Feil? 
HO my 955 Friend, that ſolemn Toll 

H*% eaks the Departure of a Soul: 

"Tis = that's all, we know not where, 

Or how th” ;:mbody'd Soul does fare. 

In that myſterious World none knows, 

But God alone, to whom it goes; 

To whom departed Souls return, 

To take their Doom, to ſmile or mourn, 
Ohl by what glimm' ring 1 we view 

5 unknown World we're haſt' ning tao ! 
od has lock d up the myltic Page, 
And curtain'd Darkneſs 4 the Stage. 
Wiſe Heav'n, to render Search perplex'd, 
Has drawn, *twixt this World and the next, 
A dark impenetrable Screen, 
All behind which is yet unſeen. 
We talk of Heav'n, we talk of Hell, 
But what they mean no Tongue can tell: 
Heay'n is the Realm where Angels are, 
And Hell the Chaos of Deſpair.. 
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But what thoſe awful Words imp 
None of us know before we die: 
Whether we will or no, we muſt 
Take the ſucceeding World on T 
This Hour perhaps our Friend is w 
Death ſtrikes the next, be _ % Farewell! 
« die!“ —and then, for aught we ſee, 
Ceaſes at once to breath 12 
TI launch'd from Life's ambiguous Shore, 

2 d in Peath, appears no more; 

en undirected we repair 

To diſtant Worlds, we know not where. 
Swift flies the Soul, perhaps it's gone 
A thouſand Leagues beyond the Sun ; 
Or twice ten thouſand more thrice told, 
E're the forſaken Clay is cold. 
And yet who knows, if Friends we lov'd, * 
Tho' dead, may be ſo far remoy'd ? 
Only this Veil of Fleſh between, 
Perhaps they watch us, tho' unſeen ; 
Whilſt we, their Loſs lamenting, ſay, 
They re out of Hearing, far away.“ 
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Guardians to us, perha - they're near ; 
Conceal'd in Vehicles of Air; 

And yet no Notices they give, 

Nor tell us where nor how they live ; 
Tho' conſcious, whilſt with us below, 
How much themſelves defir'd to know ; 
As if bound up, by ſolemn Fate, 

To keep this Secret of their State : 

To tell their Joys or Pains to none, 
That Man at t live by Faith alone, 
Well, let my Lor reign, if he plcaſe, 
Lock up his marvellous Decrees f 

Why ſhould I with him to revea 

What he thinks proper to conceal ? y 
It is enough that I believg, | 
Heay'n's brighter than I can conceive » 

And he that makes it all his Care 

To ſerve God here ſhall ſee him the:e : 


But, oh! what Worlds ſhall I furvey-- 


The Moment that I leave this Clay +”. + 
How ſudden the Surprize—how new= - 
Let it, my God, be happy too | 2, 
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